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babes 
on a 
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bash 



When designer Rudy Gernreich sprung his topless swimsuits 
on the swimming public, he delighted three gals from the 
movie city, Hollywood; for Jane Manners, Edie Porter and 
Chris Packard had long advocated the sporting about on a 
beach with neither bathing suits nor guilty feelings to inhibit. 
They were quick to take advantage of the new trend. 
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Edie Porter’s boyfriend owns a beach 
house, and this, of course, means a 
private beach, so there were no 
problems of anyone objecting. These 
guys and dolls spend a lot of time at the 
beach, and find it the best form 
of exercise and conditioning they can 
possibly indulge in. All of them, the 
girls included, are employed by one 
of the movie studios. Jane and Chris 
are stand-ins and take extra roles, 
while Edie is a "script girl". The 
fellows are in the technical end as 
assistant cameramen and a prop man. 
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In all of their jobs 
there are many 
days that they are 
able to just take off 
for the beach, when 
a delay occurs in 
the shooting schedule, 
or in the ’'down 
time” between 
movies. Although it 
is rare that all of them 
are free at the 
same time, Edie’s 
boyfriend maintains 
for them an "open 
house” arrangement, 
so that if one or 
more are free at 
the same time, they 
just take off for the 
sea and the sun. 
His place is located 
above the 
beach area, 
and is the center 
of activity for many 
of the movie studios’ 
employee’s swimming 
and sun fun. When 
they are all tied 
up with a production, 
they repair to the 
beach in the 
evening, and just 
carry on as usual, 
around a bonfire. 
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Both Jane and Edie are native Californians, while 
Chris Packard hails from Brooklyn, New York, but for 
many years, these three have been like sisters, and 
in fact, they share a modernistic Hollywood apartment. 

Like many movie studio employees, these three gals 
originally had big dreams of becoming stars, but have 
taken the practical viewpoint and surrendered their 
ambitions gracefully, willing to be merely a small 
part of the movie-making industry, and enjoy their 
lot in the healthful, fun-conducive California sun. 
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By Sturm Victor 

Inside the cabin, Thad faced the hate-filled trapper. Outside 
there was only the white, silent death — or the starved wolves. 

By late afternoon the temperature Topping a sharp rise, Thad 
was thirty below zero. Ice crystals paused to catch his breath. Sud 
unkled like broken glass under Thad denly he frowned. A large red ob 


Oliver’s snowshoes as he plodded 
£•: along the humming, undulating line 
of telephone and power wires that 
snaked through the white-mantled 
hills and green-needled forests on 
tall black poles. 

It was the young lineman’s first 
trouble-shooting assignment in the 
remote Chilcotin district of British 
Columbia, and so far all had gone 
well. In three days he had covered 
fifty miles and repaired several 
breaks in the phone line. The few 
farmers and trappers along the line 
had been very hospitable, and Thad’s 
husky body was well protected by 
heavy winter clothing and a lifetime 
of vigorous outdoor activities, in¬ 
cluding semi-pro hockey. 


ject was hanging on the next power 
pole. Hurrying down the hill, he 
saw that his first impression had 
been correct; it was a deer’s hind- 
quarter. Thad cursed softly. He 
didn’t mind someone using the pole 
for cold storage, but the meat had 
been secured to it with a length of 
telephone wire cut from the main 
line. There were ski tracks in the 
snow, and he intended to follow 
them as soon as he finished patch¬ 
ing the break in the line. 

He dropped his pack and laid 
his rifle on it. Just as he was reach¬ 
ing for his tools and climbing gear, 
snow spurted up in front of him and 
the crack of a rifle rolled over the 
hollow. Grabbing his gun, Thad 


dived behind the pole. His snow- 
shoes tripped him and he got a 
chilling faceful of snow, but he came 
up in firing position in time to see a 
dark figure on skis coming down 
the hillside toward him. 

‘‘Damn you! What’re you doing 
on my territory?” the skier angrily 
demanded, skidding to a halt and 
spraying snow over Thad. 

Thad scrambled to his feet. 
“What’re you doing, shooting at 
me?” he countered. 

The man before him was short, 
bow-legged and scrawny, his thin 
face blackened by beard stubble. 
Two bloodshot eyes glared out of 
his wolverine-fur-trimmed parka 
hood, like glowing coals in a dark 
cave. A 30.06 Springfield with a 
telescopic sight was slung across 
his back. 
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‘'If Td’ve shot at you, you 
wouldn’t be standing now,” the 
small man growled. “I just had to 
work off some of the mad you gim¬ 
me for scaring off the wolves.” 

"Wolves?” Thad looked around 
at the white, empty landscape. “I 
haven’t seen a wolf since I’ve been 
in this area, although 1 thought I 
heard one a few times at night.” 

‘They’re around here all right, 
robbing my traps and running off 
the mink and other game. 1 been 
waiting up there to pot ’em when 
they come for the meat.” 

“Well, that’s hardly an excuse 
for tearing down the phone line,” 
Thad said sternly. 

The trapper spat contemptuously. 
"Aw, who the hell needs telephones 
and electricity? 1 got me a nice cabin 
a mile from here, and a pretty little 
squaw to warm my bunk. That’s 
enough for any man!” 

Thad vaguely remembered hav¬ 
ing heard rumors about a sour- 
tempered trapper who lived alone 
with an Indian girl and jealously 
guarded his territory. “Are you 
Felix Dominic?” he asked. 

The reddened eyes narrowed sus¬ 
piciously. “Who wants to know?” 

Thad introduced himself and ex¬ 
plained his work. “I’d appreciate it 
if you could put me up for the 
night,” he added. 

Felix Dominic barked a short 
scornful laugh. “Why don’t you get 
on that telephone wire and call up 
one of them fancy hotels in the city? 
I ain’t got no room for you at my 
place.” He started away, then looked 
back. “And don’t go messing with 
anything that belongs to me. Next 
time, I won’t just shoot to scare 
you.” 

Thad watched him ski away, then 
shrugged. Taking up his tools, he 
set to work splicing the severed 
line with a coil of wire from his 
kit. Then he climbed the pole and 
took up the slack in the line by 
wrapping it around the glass insula¬ 
tor. That would hold until a regular 
repair crew could reach it in the 
spring. Above him were the high 
tension wires, and he was careful 
to avoid their thinly-insulated instant 
death. As he climbed down, he was 
surprised to see Dominic returning. 

"Uh, I’m sorry 1 was so mean 
before," the small man mumbled, 
his tone almost servile. “Them 
damned wolves’ve got me edgy. Fact 
is, me and the woman’d be glad to 
have you stay with us tonight, if 
you still want to come.” 


Thad accepted the invitation and 
picked up his gear. The cabin was 
located in a spruce grove bordering 
a small, frozen beaver pond. It 
looked very cozy, with smoke curl¬ 
ing from the stone chimney and the 
windows glowing yellow in the thick¬ 
ening dusk. Inside, there was only 
one large room, with the kitchen in 
one corner and a bed against the 
rear wall. 

A girl cooking over the open 
hearth straightened up as the two 
men entered. Thad silently admired 
her dusky-skinned beauty. Her oval 
face was longer and thinner than 
that of any Indian he had ever seen, 
with deep brown eyes and a full 
sensual mouth. Two firmly conical 
breasts thrust out like ripe fruit 
against her cheap cotton dress, and 
the rest of her figure flowed into soft 
curves and long slim legs. Glossy 
black hair hung in thick braids 
halfway down her back. 

Dominic introduced her as Mary, 
saying her Stikine. Indian name was 
too hard to pronounce. She darted 
a quick glance at Thad, then kept 
her gaze fixed on Dominic, as 
though fearful he might unexpected¬ 
ly lash out at her. 

Dominic threw off his parka and 
slouched over the table, without 
bothering to wash. Thad followed 
suit, and the girl silently placed 
food before them. The 'trapper 
greedily dug into the venison stew, 
sourdough bread and canned vege¬ 
tables. All the while he kept up a 
whining complaint about how the 
wolves were interfering with his fur 
harvest that season. Thad listened 
absently, unable to keep his eyes 
off Mary's youthful loveliness. In 
return, her sidelong glances at him 
indicated a favorable response to his 
blond crewcut and blue-eyed, rud¬ 
dy-cheeked features. 

“Flave you had any luck against 
the wolves so far?” Thad asked once, 
to show he was paying attention. 

Dominic scowled and shook his 
shaggy head. “I’ve tried everything 
— shooting the devils, trapping 
them, poisoning dead deer with 
strychnine. But, so far, 1 ain’t found 
the right bait.” 

"Bait?” 

“Yeah. [ found out from trapping 
you can catch anything you want, 
with the right bait.” He leered up 
at the girl. “You take Mary here. 
Her old man’s a big chief in the 
Stikine tribe up north. Swore he’d 
never let a white man touch her. 
But there was a fancy gramophone 
in Fitzgerald’s Trading Post that he 
wanted so bad he could taste it. So 


l bought it and took it to his cabin 
one night, along with a couple 
bottles of hooch. Got him liquored 
up and dangled that music box in 
front of him like you’d tease a trout 
with a fly.” 

Dominic blew a horselaugh 
through his nose and slapped his 
bony thigh. “You shoulda seen him 
sweat before he gave in!” 

“It’s hard to believe that even an 
Indian would sell his daughter in 
this modern age,” Thad said, gazing 
at Mary’s expressionless face. ‘Tm 
surprised she hasn’t run away from 
you.” 

“She tried it a time or two,” Dom¬ 
inic grinned. “Show him how you 
learned to be a good little squaw, 
honey.” 

A look of stark terror flashed 
over Mary's face, but she did not 
move. 

“1 said show him!” the trapper 
snarled. He leaped up and grasped 
the collar of the girl’s dress with 
both hands, ripping it open and 
downward. She made no resistance, 
as her nude, shapely body sprang 
into view. Thad started to rise in 
protest, but stopped when Dominic 
roughly turned her around. Across 
her coppery back were the livid 
scars and half-healed welts of re¬ 
peated lashings. Thad looked away, 
feeling sick. 

“What kind of an animal are 
you?” Thad angrily demanded of 
Dominic. 

Dominic laughed again. “I’m the 
boss-animal that runs things to suit 
myself in my neck of the woods.” 
He pushed Mary against the table. 
"Clean up this mess, then we’ll turn 
in. 1 gotta get up early to run the 
trap line tomorrow.” 

Naked and with downcast eyes, 
Mary began clearing the table. Thad. 
in spite of the pity he felt for her, 
couldn't help marveling at the sculp¬ 
tured perfection of her body. 

After the supper dishes were 
washed, Dominic climbed into the 
bed with Mary, and Thad unrolled 
his sleeping bag before the fireplace. 
He had a hard time falling asleep, 
even after the grunting sounds of 
the trapper had faded away to a 
steady snore. Thad ached to help 
Mary escape Dominic’s cruel domi¬ 
nation, but how could he accom¬ 
plish that without violence 7 

His opportunity came unexpec¬ 
tedly, early the following morning. 
The cabin was dark and cold when 
he was awakened by Dominic kin¬ 
dling a fire. Pretending to remain 
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asleep, Thad watched through low¬ 
ered lids as the trapper dressed, 
bolted a hasty breakfast, and went 
outside. From the window he saw 
him ski away into the pre-dawn 
darkness. Thad hurried to the bed 
and shook Mary awake. 

“Get dressed!” he whispered ur¬ 
gently. “It’s thirty miles to the near¬ 
est settlement, but you’ll be safe 
when I —” He stopped, suddenly 
remembering that he had never 
heard her speak. “You do speak 
English, don’t you?” he asked. 

Mary nodded, her eyes dull with 
resignation. She didn’t seem to no¬ 
tice when the blanket slipped away 
and revealed her naked breasts. “He 
catch me and beat me again,” she 
said lifelessly. 

“No! I’ll protect you.” 

Mary silenced him by locking her 
hands behind his neck. “I never es¬ 
cape him,” she whimpered. “Maybe 
even he kill me some day. Only one 
way you can help me -—- I never 
know love with a real man be¬ 
fore . . 

She drew his face down to hers 
and Thad felt himself sinking into 
the warm pools of her eyes, the 
softly clinging quicksand of her lips. 
He tried to fight down the wild 
desire that surged up within him, 
but it had been such a long time 
since he had been with a woman. 
And then he w r as under the covers 
with her, impatiently stripping off 
his long underwear and taking her 
in a way that seemed entirely nat¬ 
ural. 

Thad didn’t hear the door open 
behind him. But at the sound of 
Dominic’s nasal laugh, both he and 
Mary froze. He looked over his 
shoulder and saw the trapper’s rifle 
leveled at his head. 

“Go ahead and finish,” Dominic 
grinned. “Get enough to last you a 
long, long time, wolf-bait!” 

Thad drew away from the trem¬ 
bling girl and sat up. “You’d better 
kill me now!" he snarled in a low, 
hate-filled voice. “Because if I ever 
get the chance —” 

Dominic only laughed again, 
“Had enough already? Then put 
your clothes on. Mary, gel up and 
fix me some grub and fill my thermos 
with coffee. I might be gone for 
some time!” 

Dawn was breaking, and a sharp 
wind keened through the trees, as 
Dominie marched the lineman down 
to the pole where they had met the 
day before. The fresh snow was 
littered with large tracks that Thad 
guessed had been made by wolves, 
because only a gnawed bone re¬ 


mained of the deer’s hindquarter on 
the pole. Dominic had made him 
bring his pack; now he ordered him 
to don his belt and spurs and climb 
the pole. 

“All right, what’s this all about?” 
Iliad called when he had reached 
the telephone line. 

“1 told you 1 could catch anything 
with the right bait,” Dominic an¬ 
swered. “I used Mary as bait to lure 
you away from your rifle. Now I'm 
gonna use you to lure the wolves. 
They got meat here once, so they’ll 
lie back when they catch your scent. 
And I’ll be up there waiting for 
them.” 

“You’re crazy!” Thad shouted. 
But his angry protests and appeals 
for mercy were wasted on Dominic. 

The grinning trapper kept Thad 
covered as he worked his way up¬ 
hill to the cover of a small fir copse. 
Iliad struggled to control his fear 
and think calmly. He doubted that 
the wolves would be attracted to 
him, hut the numbing wind threat¬ 
ened to freeze him if he didn't figure 
some way out of this. If he had re¬ 
tained his test phone, he could have 
clamped onto the line and called 
for help. But Dominic had been 
shrewd enough to confiscate that and 
most of his tools. He searched his 
pockets and came up with a rubber- 
handled screwdriver, a penknife and 
several yards of splicing wire. Not 
much hope there. And already the 
cold was biting deeply into his flesh. 
He beat his arms to stimulate cir¬ 
culation. 

T ime dragged slowly by. At the 
end of an hour he was stiff and ex¬ 
hausted from the frantic exertion. 
Then he heard something that 
snapped his head up and turned his 
skin clammy with sweat. A long, 
high-pitched howl echoed over the 
land. Thad's head swiveled down¬ 
wind, and he saw them loping to¬ 
ward him, like black and gray shad¬ 
ows under the almost sunless sky. 

Four—six—eight—an even dozen 
of the gaunt canines. Well-fed, each 
would have weighed over a hundred 
pounds and been too wary to ap¬ 
proach a man. But the winter fa¬ 
mine had drawn their stomachs 
against their backbones and made 
them desperate enough to face cer¬ 
tain death for a mouthful of food. 
Thad watched in horrified fascina¬ 
tion as the pack gathered around his 
pole, growling and snapping raven¬ 
ously at the fresh meat he repre¬ 
sented to them. 

“For God’s sake, Dominic, shoot 
them!” Thad screamed, his nerve 
cracking. 


B ut no shot came. Thad’s eyes 
frantically searched the fir copse, 
but he saw no sign of the trapper. 
Perhaps the madman had decided 
to leave him to the wolves! That 
theory didn’t jibe with Dominic’s 
obsession to destroy the raiders of 
his traps, but it had a sobering ef¬ 
fect on Thad’s terror. If Dominic 
was gone, then he had only to defeat 
the wolves to be free. 

That in itself was no small job, 
but he went to work on it with all the 
power of his half-frozen brain. 
Climbing up to the first high tension 
wire, he gripped the rubber-handled 
screwdriver and chipped away the 
weather-worn insulation. Sparks flew 
as the screwdriver blade came in 
contact with fifty thousand raw volts. 
Thad drew back the tool and secured 
one end of the splicing wire to it. 
Weighting down the other end with 
Ins penknife, he cast it to the ani¬ 
mals below' and again pressed the 
screwdriver tO f the high tension wire. 

Attracted by the dangling object, 
the starving w'olvcs leaped up snarl¬ 
ing. A blinding blue flame crackled 
through the pack, slamming them 
to the snow and filling the air with 
the stench of burned flesh, Thad was 
quaking uncontrollably when he fi¬ 
nally pulled the half-melted screw¬ 
driver away from the ware. He had 
probably blown a lot of fuses along 
the line, but it w r as worth it. Only 
two of the twelve wolves had sur¬ 
vived, and they were racing for the 
timber with their scorched tails be¬ 
tween their legs. 

“You just have to have the right 
bait,” Thad muttered, and giggled 
light-headedly. It seemed to take 
him a long time to climb down the 
pole. 

He found Dominic up on the hill, 
his rifle clutched in his frozen hands 
and his face contorted hideously with 
agony. Beside him lay the thermos of 
coffee. The liquid was frozen, but 
when Thad touched his tongue to 
it, he could detect the bitter sting of 
strychnine. 

Mary was waiting for him at the 
cabin. Happy relief flooded her 
beautiful face and she fell sobbing 
into his arms. 

“It’s all right,” he said gently. 
“Come, you're free to go with me 
now.” 

“Wait.” She ran to the table and 
overturned a cup of coffee there. 
“More poison,” she explained. “For 
me, if you did not come back.” 

Thad made no protest as she took 
him in her arms. This, he knew, was 
what he had always sought! ® 
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This would-be beatnik is Carla Maggione, 
who works with figures all clay long and 
often, in the evening, keeps her own fit 
form that way by bowling. Days, Carla is 
the accountant-bookkeeper for a bowling 
alley which boasts sixty-four lanes, and 
as might be guessed, she takes a busmans 
holiday on most evenings, for she bowls 
on three different teams. Carla is also 
an instructress several hours a week, 
and is one of the leading women boivlers 
in all of Illinois. The alley she works 
at is owned by a brother, but it wasn’t 
favoritism that got Carla her job. She 
practically grew up in a bowling alley, 
for her dacl managed one for years, and 
Carla had often helped him with his book 
work, while she was in high school. It 
was quite natural that she would become 
familiar with the bookkeeping, and also 
become an excellent bolder along the way. 
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Carla, who grew 
up with seven 
brothers, is a 
tomboy from way 
back, and was a 
pitcher for one 
of Chicago’s best 
girl softball teams. 
She’s a tough 
competitor in a 
drag race, too; 
but she isn’t foolish 
enough to become 
so deeply entangled 
in sports that 
she overlooks the 
feminine side. She 
never bowls 
against a boy 
friend, and off 
the alleys, she’s all 
girl, in every way. 
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By Jim Bobryk 

Perhaps the Grimm boys, or Hans Andersen wouldn't 
believe this fairy tale, but some movie stars might. 

Once upon a time, in the magical land of 
Hollywood, there lived a beautiful but un¬ 
known movie extra named Cindy Ella. Cindy 
Ella lived with her mean stepmother agent 
and two stepsisters, The mean stepmother 
agent and the two stepsisters were very 
jealous of Cindy Ella and made her do all 
the chores around their apartment, like 
making the milkman forget about the bill. 
This chore was very hard because the milk¬ 
man was a miser with a good memory. 

When Cindy Ella was sent to the store to 
buy instant champagne, she was forced to 
drive the Ford instead of the Jaguar. When 
it came to the movie parts, the mean step¬ 
mother agent gave the big juicy parts to 
her own daughters and gave Cindy Ella the 
crowd scenes. 

It looked pretty hopeless for the pretty 
hopeful until one day the biggest producer 
of the land proclaimed that he was going 
to have a C ast Party with a cast of thou¬ 
sands. Cindy Ella, the mean stepmother 
agent and the two stepsisters were invited. 
But the mean stepmother agent ordered. Cindy 
Ella to stay home and brush off the lint 
from all the fur pieces and remove the mar¬ 
tini stains from the leopard skin sofa. 

During the night of the Cast Party , the 
stepmother agent and the two stepsisters 
went to the Cast Party , while Cindy Ella 
was left all alone in the apartment with the 
thirty fur pieces and the leopard skin sofa. 

Cindy Ella was wracked by grief as she 
began to brush the lint from the furs . Sobs 
were shaking her whole frame with every¬ 
thing on it (there was plenty), when the 
doorbell rang. 

She went to the door and opened it. There, 
in the doorway, stood a little blue man with 
a huge golden suitcase. 


"Who are you?" Cindy Ella asked as the 
little blue man came bustling into the room. 

"Sexpot, I happen to be your neighbor¬ 
hood Fairy Free-Trial-Offer Man ." 

"My Fairy Free-Trial-Offer Man !" she 
cried with joy. 

"That is correct. Right now, I'm running 
a free trial offer on lint and spot remov¬ 
ers. silver panties, stretch pants, Avan- 
tis, cashmere sweaters, kissable lipstick, 
and golden shoes. Would you care to try 
any of them? This offer is good until mid¬ 
night tonight." 

"Could I try all of them?" she asked out 
of hope and greed. 

"Be my guest," he said, as he opened his 
suitcase. 

Cindy Ella grabbed the lint and spot re¬ 
mover and removed all the lint from the 
fur pieces and all the spots from the leop¬ 
ard skin sofa. She took off all of her 
clothes, much to the approval and pleasure 
of the Fairy Free-Trial-Offer Man . 

She put on a tight-fitting pink cashmere 
sweater and eagerly slipped on the silver 
panties. She eased into a pair of tight - 
very tight - stretch pants. She applied 
her kissable lipstick and fixed her blonde 
hair. After she had stepped into her golden 
shoes , she ran to her metallic-purple Avan- 
ti which was waiting outside. 

The Fairy Free-Trial-Offer Man yelled 
to her over the noise of the roaring en¬ 
gine, "Remember that this free trial offer 
is only good until midnight tonight. Then 
I have to take everything back. Do you un¬ 
derstand?" 

Cindy Ella nodded her pretty head as she 
raced down the street. 

Fifteen minutes and three traffic vio¬ 
lations later, she pulled up in front of 
the Big Producer's mansion where the Cast 
Party was being held. 

Cindy Ella had lots of fun at the party. 
She had plenty to drink and played many 
games - mainly with the boys. The boys 
were so much fun, and thoughtful, too . They 
were always plucking lint off the front of 
her sweater or off the back of her stretch 
pants. They even checked her to make sure 
that her brassiere strap hadn't come un¬ 
hooked . They were so sweet about it that 





Cindy Ella did not have the heart to tell 
them that she was not wearing a brassiere. 
They did not seem to be disappointed, 
though. 

One time, someone spilled a cocktail on 
her, but he gladly pulled out his handker¬ 
chief and held it under her sweater to make 
sure that the dampness did not come through. 

Then came the big moment of the C ast Par¬ 
ty . The Big Producer's son, the Assistant 
Producer, joined the party. All adoring 
female eyes were on him, including Cindy 
Ella's . All yearning male eyes were on Cindy 
Ella, including the Assistant Producer's. 

It was love at first sight. Cindy Ella 
and the Assistant Producer became insepar¬ 
able throughout the whole party. When they 
drank, he was the perfect host and alivays 
gave Cindy Ella the most generous por¬ 
tion. When, they danced, he held her extra 
tight so that she would not slip and fall 
down. He even offered to test her kissable 
lipstick. She let him. After all — he was 
being nice! 

While they were out in the garden, trying 
it, the Assistant Producer had a great idea. 
"I have a great idea," he said. "Let's go 
into my bedroom and discuss your motion 
picture prospects. We ought to get a lot 
done there." 

Cindy Ella agreed, so they both went to 
his bedroom on the third floor of the man- 
s ion. 

The Assistant Producer suggested, "Why 
don't you lie down on the bed? A woman never 
looks as good vertical as she does hori¬ 
zontal . " 

"I feel so tired," she remarked, as she 
reclined on the bed. 

The Assistant Producer nodded in under¬ 
standing. 

"Well, no wonder you feel so tired. With 
all of those clothes piled on you and drag¬ 
ging you down, you should feel tired! Why 
don't you take them all off so that you 
can relax? In fact, I'll take off mine — 
so we both can relax." 

"Yes, I think you are right. These stretch 
pants are terribly heavy." If he could be 
nice, she could be nice! 

They both undressed. 

Cindy Ella shivered and said, "But now I 
feel so cold. Don't you feel cold, too?" 

He nodded, apparently too cold to speak! 
But he forced himself! 

"Well, no wonder. Look at that big nasty 
open window that is letting all of that bad 
cold night air come in. Why don't we get 
under the covers so that we can warm up 
again. Really warm up!" 

They both crawled under the covers. 

"Come closer to me - so I can keep you 
warmer," said the Insistent Producer . 

"Gee, you’re awfully thoughtful," Cindy 
Ella smiled. 

"I’m always thinking of you," he re¬ 
marked, as she snuggled next to him. He 
added, "How let's get down to business." 
He held her. 


Suddenly, the hall clock began to strike 
twelve. Cindy Ella leaped out of the bed 
and quickly dressed. Then she ran out of 
the mansion and disappeared. 

But in her haste, Cindy Ella had left her 
silver panties in the Assistant Producer's 
bedroom. 

The next day, the Assistant Producer per¬ 
sonally conducted a search for the girl who 
was in his bedroom. He went to each starlet 
to see if the silver panties fit her. 
For some, they were too big. For others, 
they were too small. They fit none per¬ 
fectly. Still, he persisted! 

Finally, he came to the apartment of the 
mean stepmother agent. He presented his 
problem. 

The older stepsister tried the silver 
panties on and cried woefully, "Damn it! 
They're too big." 

The younger stepsister tried them on and 
said somewhat wishfully, "They fit." 

"Around your knees, they do! Anybody else 
want to try?" 

"How about me?" asked the stepmother 
agent hopefully. 

"You got to be kidding me, grandma! This 
place is my last hope. Isn't there anybody 
else who lives here?" 

"Well, there is Cindy Ella but you 
wouldn’t be interested in her because she 
is our chore girl." 

"I'm not really interested in a chore 
girl but tell me where she is . I ’m not really 
interested, though." 

"She's in the bathroom, taking a shower, 

1 think," 

"Suddenly she sounds very promising!" 

He headed for the bathroom. Then the door 
opened and out stepped Cindy Ella, wearing 
nothing but a bar of soap. 

"Try these on for size." He held out the 
silver panties. 

Smiling, she put on the silver panties 
and watched everyone's face as they fit 
perfectly. The A.P. picked her up and 
whisked her away - but not before he paid 
ten per cent to the mean stepmother agent. 
Cindy Ella and the Assistant Producer got 
married, made many films together, and 
lived happily ever after. 

The moral of this story is that there is 
a silver lining in all panties. 

The point is - you must look! 





Paula Grant has enjoyed a 
featured spot in every 
show since she started in 
show business as an exotic 
dancer, but the big dream 
of her life has been to appear 
in shows in Rome, 
London and Paris. Recently, 
she had her dream come 
true when her agent booked 
her into all three cities, 
plus appearances in 
Germany and Madrid. She 
is currently one of the most 
sought-after stripteuses 
in the entertainment world, 
and when she was "mugged" 
for her passport, it was for 
her, literally, a long dreamed 
about passport to 
pleasure and fulfillment. 
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Paula was a "show business kid", bom to a 
song and dance team who moved out of their 
vaudeville career into successful careers 
as television writers and producers. Paula 
learned her dancing from her parents, and 
thought seriously of becoming a ballet 
performer when she was a teenager. Instead, 
as she puts it, she became a "belly dancer" 
which only involved the changing of one 
letter — at least phonetically speaking. 
Talent knows no national boundaries, and 
Paula has taken European audiences by storm 
as easily as she won American club patrons. 




























Paula is from Seattle, 
Washington, and began 
her dancing career in 
west coast night clubs. 
When the strip clubs 
rose in popularity, Paula 
merely adapted a few 
of her specialty 
numbers to stripping, 
and also worked out « 

•v. 

some fresh material. 
When she booked into 
one of the bigger casinos 
in Las Vegas as a 
featured attraction 
and was held over for 
several weeks, Paula 
knew that she had it made, ! 
and began to make | 
arrangements with 
her agent to help her 
fulfill that life-long 
ambition. She has 
promised faithfully, 
however, that when this 
tour is over, she'll 
return to our shores. 
Paula's a camera bug 
and is filling many 
scrapbooks with the 
snapshots she takes, as 
well as filling the 
European night clubs. 











Forms may grow bulgy — facial beauty 
fades — but that mysterious “it” that 
spells sex appeal goes on and on and 
on — and there are plenty to prove it. 

o 

T he occasion was a Mister Ed TV 
show. Cute, curvaceous young Con¬ 
nie Hines and not-so-cute, not-so- 
curvaceous Alan Young and Leon 
Ames were going through their 
amusing paces, as usual, when a 
cataclysm smote the screen. 

Its name was Mae West. 

From the moment this ultra¬ 
blonde Brooklyn-born bombshell 
minced on-set, unpredictable, in¬ 
souciant, implausible as ever, batted 
those still-wicked baby-blue eyes and 
uttered a phrase or two in that 
deliberately orgiastic nasal drawl, it 
was as if — well, if not Noah’s, then 
at least the Johnstown, flood had 


inundated the sequence and washed 
all the others away. 

Even the usually sexy Miss Hines. 

Miss West simply took over, as 
she took charge of her screen and 
stage vehicles of thirty and forty 
years ago, eradicating every other 
personality in sight, or at least 
bleaching it out to attenuated trans¬ 
parency. 

The exuberant West torso 
(“What’s the difference between 
Mae West and Montana?” — “Well, 
Montana has only one Butte!”) 
looked as ready as ever to burst its 
bonds; the full, sensual lips dared, 
as always, every male within visibil¬ 
ity to test their potentialities; the hips 
still rolled and thrust as she minced 
through her script-assigned “busi¬ 
ness” in that cinder-shifting walk 
known and remembered with delight 
by millions of male fans who found 
Monroe and find Bardot mere dishes 
of pink tea in comparison. 


Miss West remained a soft, plump 
rock of ribaldry, an emblem to every 
back-bar o mirror nude that ever 
adorned a gas-light saloon, an invi¬ 
tation to romp amid the satin cush¬ 
ions of a “Turkish corner” for any 
man 'enough to make the grade. 

To put to use the title of one of 
her long-forgotten, self-written thea¬ 
trical vehicles of the Broadway 
1920’s, Miss West was Sex incar¬ 
nate, sex with a suggestive leer, a 
sensual flirt of bust and buttock, 
obligattoed by a gusty burst of low- 
pitched voluptuous laughter. 

Yet, by the calendar, the appar¬ 
ently immortal star of She Done 
Him Wrong will reach the age of 
73 some time in this year of 1965! 

Consider well — this daughter of 
a Brooklyn police captain was born 
in 1892! By the World Almanac 
calendar, mind you. Since everyone 
knows that most women of a certain 
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By Carter Sprague 
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Now in her seventies, Mae West 
proved in a recent TV stint 
that she still has that same 
old "oomph” that is sex appeal. 
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age tend to give themselves a bit 
the best of it in this particular statis¬ 
tic, if only out of vanity, and since 
actresses have professional as well 
as personal reasons for shaving their 
years, Miss West may well be giving 
herself a bit the best of it. 

After all, didn’t someone once 
say there are three kinds of lies 
— lies, damn’ lies and statistics? 

Seventy-three or more, Mae West 
is the living embodiment of the long- 
lived saying, “Old sexpots never die, 
they simply fade away!” 

Okay, so it was originally “sol¬ 
diers”, not sexpots — but is not the 
sexpot as valiant a soldier in the 
eternal war between men and wom¬ 
en as any General MacArthur ever 
was in those wars purely devised 
by men against men? 

Certainly, in this greater strug¬ 
gle, Miss West, along with a few — 
a very few — battle-scarred col¬ 
leagues has long since rated her 
marshal’s baton. 

Further looking at the home 
screen, backed by further research in 
the almanac, reveals the remarkable 
fact that, if old sexpots do go the 
way of all flesh now and then, ap¬ 
parently they never, never fade 
away. 


T he once-Divine Sarah Bernhardt, 
of course, is long gone, although 
she remained active and capable of 
projecting incredible youthful beauty 
to an incredibly green old age. 

The late John Coulton, co-author 
of that perennial stage and screen 
hit, Rain, in his youth served as per¬ 
sonal manager to Bernhardt during 
one of the last of her countless 
“farewell” tours of America. 

The show, Rostand’s I’Aiglon, 
one of Bernhardt’s most celebrated 
vehicles, had been on the road for 
weeks, performing on a tank-town 
schedule that would have broken 
the back and spirit of most younger 
and presumably-stronger actresses. 
Bernhardt, the former mistress of 
princes, prime ministers and inter¬ 
national bankers — a sexpot su¬ 
preme in the grand tradition — had 
not long before suffered amputation 
of one leg due to gangrenous infec¬ 
tion, but she hung on gamely. 

According to Coulton, on the 
night in question, she seemed at 
last to have reached the end of her 
incredible nervous stamina. At 
show’s end, she virtually collapsed 
after taking her final curtain call, 
and he had to carry the great actress 
to her dressing room. 

* “She must have weighed all of 


eighty pounds,” he said. “She was 
a poor, frail, beaten old lady. 1 
thought she would die in my arms!” 

Sarah was scheduled to be guest 
of honor at an after-theater party 
that night, hosted by the most im¬ 
portant people of the city in which 
they had performed, and Coulton 
begged her to let him call it off. 

“I didn’t see how she could make 
it and live,” he said. “But she lifted 
a weary old hand in a negative ges¬ 
ture and whispered, ‘Give me half 
an hour!’ 

“When I knocked on her door 
at the end of that time, I expected 
to find her prostrate on her dressing- 
room sofa. But her voice, which had 
been nothing a half hour earlier, 
called a throaty, vibrant, ‘ Entrez, 
Jean.’ 

“So I went in, still expecting the 
worst — and there, seated on the 
sofa in a gauzy, youthful evening 
gown, was a radiant young girl of 
eighteen! I swear it — it was magic. 
How she did it I’ll never know. But 
she was the belle of the party. Not 
a man at the party paid attention 
to his wife until Sarah left three 
hours later. 

“Is it any wonder they called her 
the ‘Divine Sarah’?” 

Constance Bennett, sophisticated 
blonde temptress of scores of silent 
and talking films, currently a vastly 
successful cosmetic manufacturer 
and as sophisticated and chic as 
ever, made her professional debut 
as the graceful ballroom dancing 
partner of long-dead Basil Durant, 
in 1924. 

Her sister Joan, a mere four years 
younger, recently appeared on tele¬ 
vision with her daughter — and .the 
unknowing must have found it dif¬ 
ficult to believe in their relation¬ 
ship. Joan might have been Melin¬ 
da’s older sister or an especially 
favored young aunt. 

Lina Basquette, currently almost 
forgotten, but one of the most over¬ 
whelmingly gorgeous brunettes ever 
to grace the screen, emerged from 
rural retirement in California’s 
Orange County recently to make a 
television appearance, looking a bit 
hardier than in her seductress days, 
thanks to three decades of country 
living — but still with everything 
delectably in its right place and in 
exactly the right amount. 

All right — so those two Marys 
of times long gone — Pickford and 
Miles Minter — have for years 
shown the ravages of time. Yet, 
neither was truly a sexpot as we 
know the word today. Both were 
the ringleted ingenue type that, 

(Continued on Page 64 ) 



Above: Fiery, vivacious Lupe Velez 
was one of Hollywood’s best-known 
sex symbols before her tragic death. 
Below: Ever-lovely Dolores Del Rio, 
a long-time star in Mexico, recently 
scored in film "Cheyenne Autumn”. 




TEMPTRESS IN THE TALL 












Celia is from the farm country outside Fargo, 
North Dakota, where nature has to be coaxed or 
battled to produce most any food, except for 
the rugged wheat yield. She now lives and 
works in Minneapolis, as a secretary to a law 
firm and Celia rents a small house in one of 
the suburbs. As a kid, Celia wanted to be a 
nurse but found while doing volunteer work 
for the Red Cross, that it wasn’t her cup of 
tea. She graduated from business college and 
headed for the big city and she is fascinated 
by legal briefs, precedents, points of law 
and often attends court with one of her bosses. 
Celia isn’t much of a hobbyist and is quite 
content with a good book or an evening of 
television. In the summer months she keeps 
her yard neat and green and pleasant, and on 
sunny weekends she sunbathes there. No steady 
boyfriends yet, but plenty of casual dates. 














KEN’S ENTRY IN THE CANNES 
FILM FESTIVAL WAS SURE TO 
BRING HIM THE AWARD OF A 
BULLET OR A SLOW, PAINFUL 
DEATH - IF IT°WAS SHOWN. 


Ihe naked girl sprawled on Ken 
Drake’s bed was the last straw. For 
three days he had been struggling 
through the alcohol-and-bare-fiesh 
orgy known as the Cannes Film 
Festival, and he was fed up with 
being propositioned by every wom¬ 
an he met. 

Not that Ken had anything against 
sex. Tall, handsome and virile, he 
would have ordinarily enjoyed the 
uninhibited frolics. But a more seri¬ 
ous purpose had brought him to 
Cannes this year. After writing and 
acting in some of Hollywood’s slick¬ 
est and sickest cinema efforts, he 
longed to strike out on his own as 
an independent producer-director. 
In southwest France he had found 
the perfect place to film an 
earthy sex-violence-realism neo¬ 
masterpiece. Now, all he needed was 
the money to finance it. 

Many leading figures in the in¬ 
dustry had given Ken verbal 
encouragement, but they were too 
busy enjoying the Festival to dis¬ 
cuss his project seriously. Finally, 
he had wrangled an introduction to 
Gaston Roquebrun, a wealthy 



French industrialist who had ex¬ 
pressed interest in backing a motion 
picture in which his beautiful young 
wife could star. Roquebrun had 
been very friendly and had invited 
Ken to spend the night at his castle¬ 
like villa on the rocky Riviera shore 
a few miles from Cannes. 

Ken was disappointed to find 
Roquebrun surrounded by several 
other guests. But the Frenchman 
had promised to view some scenes 
Ken had filmed of the village where 
he wanted to shoot his epic. There 
was a projection studio in the villa, 


along with a complete developing 
and printing lab for the home movies 
Roquebrun made as a hobby. Im¬ 
mediately after dinner, Ken had 
raced upstairs to fetch his precious 
can of film — and found the un¬ 
draped beauty on his bed. 

She was a natural blonde, he 
noticed, as he closed the door and 
went to her. Full, rose-tipped breasts 
stood firmly erect from her supine 
position and her hips flared out to 
match their rounded contours, then 
tapered down to long shapely thighs 
and calves. Her eyes were closed 
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under arching brows and her small 
piquant face relaxed in sleep. Ken 
shook her and rolled her over to 
slap her dimpled flanks. 

“All right, go nurse your hang¬ 
over some place else,” he said brisk¬ 
ly. “I’m busy tonight!” 

Blue eyes fluttered open, and the 
girl stretched gracefully. A startled 
expression came to her red lips as 
she sat up, then fell back, groaning 
and rubbing her temples. Ken re¬ 
garded her coldly. 

“Can’t you movie-crazy kids get 
it through your heads that it takes 


more than sex to impress producers 
and directors?” he scolded. “If you’d 
try to learn how to act instead of 
throwing yourselves at us all the 
time, you might get somewhere.” 

“You don’t understand,” she 
whimpered. “I need your help. 
They’ll kill me if I don’t get away 
from here!” 

“I didn’t mean you should start 
acting right now,” Ken laughed. 
“Where are your clothes? I’ll help 
you to your room, if you have one!” 

“No, no!” she insisted, almost in 
tears. “I’m in great danger. I’m the 


only one who can prove Monsieur 
Roquebrun murdered his wife. That’s 
why he will not let me leave here 
alive!” 

“Delphine Roquebrun murdered? 
That’s absurd! She left here last 
night for a visit to Paris.” 

“That is what Roquebrun told 
everyone to cover her disappear¬ 
ance. Actually, he found her in bed 
with Jean Soleau, the chauffeur, last 
night and shot them both!” 

Ken sat on the edge of the bed 
and lit a cigarette. “Okay, you’ve 
got me curious now. Who are you 


(Continued on Page 72) 
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SWINGER WITH 
SLOW CURVES 

When the sun beats down on Dodger Stadium, and the crack 
of a bat against a baseball rings out, and the cheers and boos 
of fans can be heard, Barbara Jenkins is sure to be there. 






Barb has a small but 
extremely successful 
hat and accessory 
shop in Redondo Beach, 
California, which is a 
short freeway hop 
from the Dodger's home 
park in Los Angeles. 
Day or night games, 
she's right there. 
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Barbara has no big ambitions to 
become a tycoon, but caters to a 
select trade for whom she designs 
hats. She has two employees and 
as all of them enjoy the beaches and 
the California sunshine, it is 
a rare day when the shop isn't 
closed for a couple of hours so 
they can have a swim. The shop is 
located only two short blocks 
from the beach, and all three 
keep their swimsuits handy at 
the store. On baseball days of 
course, the boss is in L.A. 



It isn't all "play", however, for 
Barbara keeps the midnight oil 
burning many an evening while she 
creates hats to special order. 
Evidently her system works well, 
because the business is growing 
steadily and she anticipates an 
expansion move soon. Since many 
of her customers are from the Los 
Angeles area, she is toying with 
the idea of opening a second shop 
there. When Barb is not at the 
ball park, she can often be found 
at one of he "twist" clubs. 
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II there was one thing she might wish she had become, 
other than a hat designer. Barb admits it would have been 
a professional dancer. But that hasn't taken the form of 
regret, for the artistic and creative side of this clever 
girl is satisfied by her original hat stylings and when 
she feels the urge to dance, there is never any lack of 
dates who like both baseball and an evening of dancing. 
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Barbara is the "middle kid", as she 
puts it, in a family of six brothers, 
all of whom played Little League and 
Babe Ruth League baseball, and then 
played ball in high school. Actually, 
Barb knows the game inside and out, 
for she often acted as umpire in the 
practice sessions, and more often, as 
utility infielder or outfielder. Her 
participation in sports is now devoted 
to golf, swimming and, often, tennis. 
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MODEL. 

MAIDS 

When this team of show biz lovelies wants 
to rehearse a dance routine, or go over 
a sketch for an upcoming show, they do 
it in the complete relaxation of their own 
apartment. In the doing, Jessie Morton 
and Vivian Lyles have a good time and 
they find that it makes for a smoother 
performance when they do step into the 
spotlights in a theater. Viv and Jessie are 
solid, burlesque favorites in many of 
the eastern cities of the burlesque chain. 


























These two gals have been working 
together for a long time, and they 
often appear in skits with comics. To 
perfect their lines and timing, 
they rehearse at home, which for 
them is usually a furnished flat 
in the city where they are then 
appearing, so they can have a bit 
of home life and companionship. 

It is seldom fun for show business 
people to have to "live out of a 
suitcase", and both these gals have 
strong domestic tendencies which 
they indulge while away from home 
by this renting device. Vivian is 
a Dallas, Texas, gal, while Jessie 
hails from Billings, Montana, and 
their personalities complement each 
other perfectly. They met in a 
Miami, Florida, hotel—oddly enough, 
not while working, but enjoying the 
Florida sunshine while vacationing. 
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They became fast friends, and when they left to resume their 
dancing careers, they decided they would try to book into the 
same show. A cooperative agent helped, and they have been a 
team — at least in private life — ever since. Thus far, romance 
has not come to either, although they frequently double-date. 
















Boxing, to the Livermore Lar- He tried his best to be that other 

ruper, was just a good way to make Max — the one that the bruising 

big dough fast, because dough was game of boxing tried to force him 
spent fast when Maxie had it. He to be, — but even in his toughest 

never wanted to fight, though ex- fights, the little boy show-off, the 

perts (including Joe Louis, who clown, pleading for the world to 

should know) say that Baer was. like and laugh, was always there, 

the hardest hitter the ring ever saw. Max’s manager, Ancil Hoffman, 
Max killed two men, and put several said of Max: “He can do every- 

others on silly street, so that they thing but think.” But Hoffman forgot 

were never able to move upward in one thing: you don’t think with your' 

the fight game, but Maxie would heart, and that’s where Maxie Baer 

have traded the biggest purse and had it over any man he ever met in 

the brightest boxing crown for the the square circle. Not the “fighting 

laughter of the crowd, any day. heart”, but the good, warm, gentle 

Baer was two people — or, at heart of a big, lovable bear cub. 

least, he tried to be. Actually, there After five years of campaigning, 

was only one Max Baer: the care- when Max was finally lined up for 

free, fun-loving, people-liking clown. the title shot, he spent the year 


Baer had the physical equipment to be 
one of the great champs, but two major 
defects handicapped him—he liked people 
and he had the happy heart of a clown. 


M axie loved booze, parties, wom¬ 
en, bright lights and laughter, and 
clowning — and the one thing he 
didn’t like was boxing. Most of the 
• experts say that had he had the 
heart of a killer, the savagery of a 
Dempsey, the cold untouchable 
heart of a Joe Louis, Max Baer 
could have licked any man on earth, 
for as long as he chose to defend the 
heavyweight title he took lightly. 
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prior to his title match with Primo 
Camera in night clubs, squiring such 
lovelies as Sally Rand, June Knight, 
Edna Dunham and Jean Harlow. 
Jean gave Maxie a slave bracelet 
as a token of her affection. 

That year, Max also had another 
bout — with a cutie named Miss 
Shirley LaBelle, who brought a 
damage suit against Max, asserting 
that he assaulted her in a Man¬ 
hattan hotel. Max was appearing in 
vaudeville in Gotham at the time 
and he swore that the girl had come 
up to him one night and told him 
she needed money and he helped 


at his camp told Max, “You’re a 
bum.” Max just grinned easily and 
said, “Wait until the fight’s over, 
sir.” 

Max was training at the estate of 
P. Hal Sims, famed bridge expert, 
in Asbury Park, N. J., and he spent 
most of his time cavorting in the 
sunken bathtubs, or drinking booze 
while he played bridge with Sims. 

50,000 at Madison Square Gar¬ 
den saw Max Baer clown and pound 
his way into the heavyweight crown 
on June 14, 1934. At times, Max 
would stand ten feet away from the 
bewildered giant, feint or holler 



Baer appeared in "Bridget From Brooklyn” and is assisted with his make-up by 
Arlene Judge, Marjorie Woodworth and Marion Martin in his dressing room. 


her. Max always was a soft touch — 
especially for a dame. She knew it, 
too, for on the night of the alleged 
assault, she accosted Max again, 
outside the hotel, and asked him to 
get her a room as she was broke. 
So he did. And the courts saw it 
that way too. He was acquitted on 
all charges. 

Max Adelbert Baer had caught 
the fancy of the sports world, with 
his carefree antics, his thunderous 
fists and his appearances in night 
clubs (paid and gratis), on radio 
and wherever he could get an au¬ 
dience of even one! Max was a ham 
of the first order! He never did see 
himself as a fighter, but as an actor, 
a comedian, or entertainer — even 
playboy! 

While training for the Camera 
bout, Max hardly worked up a 
sweat, and Bill Brown, one-time 
N. Y. Boxing Commissioner, visiting 


“Boo!”, and Camera would flinch 
and backpedal. Baer had kept the 
former circus strong man, who 
couldn’t fight a lick, waiting for ten 
minutes before he entered the ring. 
He later told newsmen he had been 
outside, having a last drag on a 
cigarette. 

M ax had played a prizefighter in 
a movie called, “The Prizefighter 
And The Lady”, as Steve Morgan. 
When he came into the ring for the 
title fight, Max wore a flashy robe 
bearing the name “Steve Morgan”. 
He grinned down at the newsmen 
and said laughingly, “If 1 lose, I’ll 
just say it was Steve Morgan, the 
playboy, that blew it!” Pitifully-in- 
adequate, gangster-controlled Car- 
nera never had a chance. Baer cut 
him to ribbons, decking him eleven 
times, while hamming it up shame¬ 
lessly. Once, when they both fell to 


the floor (when the giant hung on 
desperately). Max yelled loudly, 
grinning: “Last one up is a sissy!” 

He stuck out his jaw, taunting 
Camera to hit him. He walked 
rubber legged, as if woozy. He 
sneered, strutted like a pouter pi¬ 
geon, and bowed and waved to his 
female admirers in the audience 
(there was always a bevy of beauties 
at ringside). Max threw punches 
from left field, and Camera never 
saw them coming. 

When, in the 11th round, Referee 
Arthur Donovan stopped it, to avoid 
another ring death, Maxie high- 



Mary Ellen Sullivan was Max Baer’s 
second wife, for a happy marriage. 

jumped over the top strand of the 
ring ropes, walked over to Commis¬ 
sioner Brown, bowed low and said 
with a wicked grin: “Well, Mr. Com¬ 
missioner, what do you think I am 
now?” 

But Brown had the last lick. 
“You’re still a bum, and so is Car- 
nera!” 

Max was born in Omaha, Ne¬ 
braska, Feb. 11, 1909, where his 
dad was a butcher. They moved to 
Durango, Colorado, and finally to 
Livermore, California, where Jake 
rented a ranch with Max as his chief 
cowhand. In his father’s meat-pack¬ 
ing house, Max killed and dressed 
twenty calves a day. Max often 
joked that this made him immune 
to the sight of blood — “Except 
when it’s mine!” When he was cut 
in the ring, he became a wild man, 
throwing caution to the winds and 
fighting in a blind panic. 

(Continued on Page 56) 51 














It's hard to describe Linda 
Carson fully for there are 
so many facets to this gal’s 
personality and capabilities 
that it is almost as if she were 
many different people. She 
can talk music with jazz 
musicians or long-hairs; 
she plays piano and drums; 
she holds life-saving 
certificates in swimming; 
can drink cocktails until the 
wee small hours of the 
morning with seemingly 
little effect, all the while 
doing the twist, Watusi, swim 
and many of the other late 
dance fads. She discusses 
literature with keen insight, 
and keeps her apartment 
spic and span, and makes 
many of her own clothes. 
All this in her off hours, 
for by day, she is a bank 
teller, with a bright 
smile and clever quip for her 
steady customers. Friends 
wonder at her seemingly 
limitless supply of energy, but 
she is always the center of 
any discussion group or fun 
session. Her apartment is 
usually jammed with good 
friends, many of whom work 
in the bank with Linda. She is 
a Brooklynite by birth, 
but a San Diego resident now. 
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Linda has an insatiable curiosity and a love of life which she credits 
for her many-sided makeup. She has always been a voracious reader and 
somehow manages to sandwich in some reading time daily, even if it is 
only on her lunch hour. She was also left motherless as a teenager, and 
kept house for her dad and four younger children for several years, and 
this, she believes, taught her many skills. Linda once had ambitions to 
become an actress, but she stuck to her role of “family tender” until 
her father remarried. By then, the big urge had died down, although she 
still loves the live theater and attends plays and musicals as often as 
she can. Linda feels that this also made her the gregarious female she 
is, for she loves people around and says she wouldn't know what 
to do with herself completely alone. There's not much danger of that occurring 
however, for she is one of the most popular gals in town, and many a 
boyfriend has dreams of narrowing her life down to include just two. 







Linda doesn’t consider herself an 
exceptional person, even though all 
her friends do. She has a 
philosophy that she expresses simply 
as "You only live once, and if you 
play it cool — once is enough." When 
asked which of her recreational 
hobbies she likes best, Linda 
unhesitatingly picks “conversation". 
She believes firmly that she makes 
many friends simply because 
of her ability to communicate, 
and not just converse. 
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Reading 
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SEX LIFE OF THE AMERICAN 
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GAY GIRL FOR HIRE 75c Ll 


SPECIAL OFFER. ALL TEN BOOKS $6.00 ; ; 
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close _as- pcynenl in full. {Add lCc 

for mailing single books. We pay postage 
& hand 1 1 eg on larger .orders.) 

[% I an over 21 years of age 

Name- __ __ 

Address:___ 

City, State, Zip:____ 


REGENT HOUSE 
P.0. Box 9506 _North Hollywood, Calif. 


At 19, Max, cocky, barrel- 
chested, handsome, kayoed a local 
tough at a county fair with one 
punch. He went to Oakland, hauling 
iron castings around a factory all day 
and working out at Duffy’s gym at 
night. His first pro fight was with an 
Indian, Chief Cariboo. Max drank 
six bottles of pop before the fight and 
knocked Cariboo out in two rounds. 

Maxie fought for a time under 
the management of Hamilton Lori- 
mer. of all monickers, and made 
S30.000 in his first year! But Max 
spent it as fast as he made it. 

“I didn’t know what compound 
interest was,” he once cracked, “I 
thought it was sonic part of a car!” 
And Maxie started collecting two 
things — clothes and girls. He had, 
at one time, 98 suits, 20 pairs of 
shoes, 250 neckties, six sports out¬ 
fits (he loved golf) and 24 hats. 

In January, 1930, Max kayoed 
Tiny Abbott, who had beaten him 
two weeks earlier. The win wasn’t 
important, as such, but A1 Jolson 
was in the audience, and he called 
his friend And! Hoffman and told 
him to look over this big bruiser. 
Hoffman was there to see Baer fight 
Ernie Owens, accompanied by 
jolson. 

Max clowned about gaily and 
Hoffman asked Jolson: “This is the 
guy you think is a fighter?” But in 
the third, Baer took Owens out with 
one right hand punch and Ancil 
took over as manager. On August 
25, 1930, Baer met a tough, smart 
fighter, Frankie Campbell. In the 
second round, Campbell decked or 
pushed Max to the canvas. He 
turned to go to a neutral corner, 
but Baer came up without taking 
a count and charged after him. Just 
as Campbell turned around, Baer 
hit him with a tremendous right to 
the chin. Campbell stayed on his 
feet, but two rounds later, he col¬ 
lapsed and six hours later, he died. 
X-rays showed that the punch Max 
threw had literally torn Campbell’s 
brain loose from the surrounding 
tissues! 

Max was arrested for man¬ 
slaughter, but he had already started 
detesting the fight game. He was 
absolved, but barred from fighting 
in California and, at Campbell’s 
funeral, Max swore he’d never fight 
again. But Hoffman took him on a 
round of the night spots in New 
York and Max’s spirits brightened 
as he fell in love with the bright 
lights and the night life. He knew 
then fighting could pay for all this. 

When Max borrowed too much 


from Ancil, he would go to pals and 
sell part of himself — 5% here, 
10% there — and when he fought 
Max Schmeling, Max Baer had sold 
135% of himself. 

But, on December 19, 1930 (his 
first fight since Campbell’s death), 
Max fought Ernie Schaaf, a ‘‘corner” 
who was tough and clever. Already, 
Max was spouting that he was the 
next heavyweight champ. Max, in 
training, was a real character. He 
would jump high, bumping his head 
on the pipes along the low ceiling so 
hard the building would rattle. He 
would holler, “Hey, guys — tell Jack 
Sharkey what you just saw. He’s 
been saying he wonders if I can 
take it around the noggin!” (Sharkey 
was heavyweight champ then.) 

But against Schaaf, Baer looked 
out of condition and (most reporters 
printed) he pulled his punches, re¬ 
membering the Campbell thing. He 
lost the decision. In 1931, he kayoed 
tough olfl Tom Heency in three, and 
lost to Tommy Lough ran and went 
home. 

Jack Dempsey owned a piece of 
Baer and felt he wasn’t getting any 
return on his dough, so he promoted 
a Reno, Nevada, fight with Paolino 
Uzcudun, a rough hard-hitting 
Basque. In 1 10 degree heat, they 
went twenty rounds, and Max lost 
fifteen pounds—and the decision. 
Next day, Max married Dorothy 
Dunbar, a thrice-married actress. 
She had warned Max he had to 
acquire some culture, so Max con¬ 
ceded that bout and carried a pocket 
dictionary, from which he would 
garble some ten-dollar words oc¬ 
casionally. They split up a year later. 

But Max took his fighting serious¬ 
ly now and won ten in a row, and 
on August 31, 1932, was rematched 
with Ernie Schaaf. Baer was wild 
for six rounds, with Schaaf piling 
up points. Baer was clowning, as 
usual, but in the 9th, knowing he 
was losing, Max turned fighter. In 
the 9th and 10th, Baer hammered 
Schaaf unmercifully, landing hard 
lefts and rights to the head repeat¬ 
edly and, with seconds left in the 
fight. Schaaf collapsed! He was out 
for a half-hour and, ironically, the 
fight was listed as a decision for 
Max Baer. Five months later 
(against the warning of doctors), 
Schaaf fought Primp Camera and 
died, following a 12th round knock¬ 
out! 

Expert medical testimony showed 
that it was Baer’s thunderous fists 
that had really killed Schaaf. and 
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pictures of the fight with Camera 
reveai that Camera hardly hit Schaaf 
brutally enough, or often enough, 
to have caused that much damage. 

Max played his favorite role — 
that of playboy -— for a year. He 
was sued by Olive Beck, one of his 
play companions, for $250,000, on 
the claim he had promised to marry 
her and then had married Dorothy 
Dunbar. Bea Starr, a circus per¬ 
former, also sued him for breach 
of promise, but Maxie said — and 
proved — “1 never saw the doll — 
dammit!” He was engaged to a dif¬ 
ferent night club or movie cutie 
almost weekly, but none got him to 
put the ring on the right finger. 

Max signed to meet Max Schmet¬ 
ing, who had lost his title to Jack 
Sharkey. Baer wasn’t rated by many 
to beat Sehmeling, but Maxie 
thought he could, and with the 
Hitler aspect of the situation, Baer 
went out of his way to antagonize 
the German. Max sent telegrams to 
Hitler himself, telling him he was 
going to pulverize “Der Schlager”. 
The night of the fight* Max Baer 
wore a Star of David on his trunks. 

Sehmeling, a 4 to 1 favorite, 
broke Max’s nose in the 1st round, 
and, for seven rounds, cut Baer to 
pieces. In the 8th, Baer hurt Schmel- 
ing, and again in the 9th. Toward 
the end of round nine, Baer cor¬ 
nered the German and almost 
pounded him to the canvas. 

Coming out in the 10th, Schmel- 
ing tried to hold Baer off, but Maxie 
hammered three lethal rights to the 
chin and Sehmeling went down. He 
rose at nine and Max moved in 
mercilessly, draping the helpless 
German on the ropes, and the re¬ 
feree stopped the bout. 

Later, Sehmeling told reporters 
that Baer had hit him harder than 
he’d ever been hit, and that Max 
also took some of the hardest and 
solidest punches he’d ever thrown, 
and it didn’t stop or slow him. 

Now, Max was top challenger for 
Sharkey’s crown, but he went to 
Hollywood and made a movie, and 
also lived it up. (Hitler banned the 
movie in Germany, incidentally.) 
Max commented: “I feel sorry for 
the women of Germany, for they 
won't get to see the world’s greatest 
lover and the world’s greatest fighter 
in action.” And Baer believed it. 
Within three days after he became 
champ, 14,000 women tried tele¬ 
phoning him, 3,000 tried to get into 
his hotel suite and 10,000 wrote him 
love notes — so maybe he was right, 
at that. 

Max held the title just 364 days 


and, in what experts called, “the 
worst title fight in history”, Max 
clowned his way out of the title to 
Jim Braddock, a third—rater who 
had lost nineteen fights in nine years 
of campaigning. Max put it correct¬ 
ly afterward. “I got a million dollar 
body and a ten cent brain!” 

Three months later, Max went up 
against a rising young Negro, and 
even Baer himself admitted that he 
was scared stiff of the kid. The news¬ 
men actually helped instill fear into 
Max with their articles; and in spite 
of Dempsey being in his corner that 
September night, 80,000 people in 
Yankee Stadium saw Baer fight his 
worst fight against Joe Louis. In the 
1st (as had been predicted and an¬ 
ticipated), Louis cut Baer’s face to 
hamburger. 

In the 3rd, he went down — no 
falling down, but just sagging down, 
under terrific hammering, spitting 
out blood, but still trying to man¬ 
age a smile and to mug for the 
crowd. He got up, and Louis 
chopped a right that put him down 
again, but the bell saved him. In the 
4th, sitting on the canvas, bleeding, 
a physical mess, Baer waved the 
referee to stop the fight. It was a 
$1 million gate, and Max got $150,- 
000, but his reputation went down 
the drain. 

”1 was never cut out for fighting. 
Nothing can get me back through 
those ropes!” Max moaned in the 
dressing room. 

He settled down and married a 
pretty, sensible businesswoman, 
Mary Ellen Sullivan, had two chil¬ 
dren, and lived happily ever after. 
But it was only that way for every¬ 
body else, for Max couldn’t take 
it when everyone, press and friends 
alike, taunted him about “quitting” 
against Louis, and as Maxie saw it, 
he could only redeem his self-respect 
where he'd lost it -— in the ring. 
Between 1936 and 1941, Max 
fought 30 times, and won 26 -- 
but not the respect and liking he 
had once had in plenty. He lost a 
decision to Tommy Farr in London, 
in 1937. He was cut badly on the 
eye early and just couldn’t see. He 
begged Hoffman to get a rematch, 
which he won handily. 

On July 2, 1940, Max fought his 
fast big fight, against rough, tough 
"Tough Tony” Ga lento — who, in¬ 
cidentally, was the one fighter Max 
absolutely despised. Baer called him 
a becr-swilling loudmouth, and in 
the first round, Galen to rubbed his 
glove laces over Max’s face until it 

(Continued on Page 65 ) 



LEG WATCHERS' COMBINATION - TIP TOP, 
NYLON JUNGLE and HEELS & HOSE - fore¬ 
most leg art magazines for men containing 
stories, humor & hundreds of interesting & 
colorful photos (over 250 pages) in plain 
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postage & handling _ Only $5 □ 
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Beatrice Barrett is one of those lucky gals who has a 
doting father. Like most fathers, Bea’s dad pampers 
her every wish — almost. At least, he was very pleased 
when his only daughter graduated from college with a 
degree in graphic arts, majoring in photography. 
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As a graduation present, he surprised Bea with a redecorating job 
on a beach house he owned, fully equipped for her to use as her 
own studio. Beatrice was delighted, for she had always loved the 
old place on the Pacific, and now it provides seclusion and quiet 
to enable her to concentrate on her work. She hopes to come up 
with some commercial photographs and some watercolor and oil 
illustrations that will gain her contracts with some of the major 
magazines. Bea realizes, however, that these things do not happen 
overnight and she’s prepared for a long testing and proving time. 
Meanwhile, the place has become the congregating point for several 
other hopeful artists in the neighborhood of Astoria, Oregon. 
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These other young artists are self-supporting, and take their careers 
seriously, and so they are grateful for the use of the studios and the 
fine, modern equipment and cameras, plus an excellent darkroom and all 
the developing paraphernalia. Then too, there is the conviviality and 
good conversations and discussions they frequently have on art subjects. 




Not that Bea isn’t as serious as 
the rest, but she has now found 
that her real love is watercolor 
illustrations, rather than using the 
camera for realism. Her little nest 
by the sea gives her all the time 
she needs for this pursuit, and the 
visitors help round out her life 
to a fruitful, happy and zestful 
one. One major magazine chain has 
asked to see some illustrations 
done to their specific instruction, 
and it may just be the “big break’’. 
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SAVE MONEY ON 
NEW NUDIST 
QUARTERLIES! 


For fullest coverage of the Nudist world 
order all four of these great quarterlies at our 
special rate. Use this ad as your order form. 

Nudistory 

Featuring fiction with a Nudist theme, as 
well as photography, articles and timely ed¬ 
itorials by leading lights of the movement. 64 
pages — 16 in vital full color. 

TRIAL COPY_ $2.00 □ 

SUBSCRIPTION __ $8.00 □ 


Utopia 


Dedicated to frank discussion of Nudist phi¬ 
losophy & controversy in 64 pages of fresh 

photos & authoritative articles — 16 pages in 

vivid full color. 

TRIAL COPY_ $2.00 □ 

SUBSCRIPTION _ $8.00 □ 


Sol-65 


Devoted to intensive examination of a dif¬ 
ferent phase of Nudism in each issue, as re¬ 
ported by leading writers & photographers in 
64 interesting pages - 16 in full color. 

TRIAL COPY_ $2.00 □ 

SUBSCRIPTION _ $8.00 □ 


H Arcadia 

A giant (84 pages), covering the many art 
facets of the Nudist scene with candid photos, 
stimulating reportage and analysis. 18 pages in 
living color. 

TRIAL COPY_ $3.00 □ 

SUBSCRIPTION_$12.00 □ 


ALL FOUR.. 

TRIAL COPIES__. 

SUBSCRIPTION__ 


$ 8.00 □ 
$32.00 □ 


(All prices include Ist-class postage & plain, sealed 
wrapper) 


Address;- 


City & Stated- 


Total Remittance Enclosed. 


UTOPIA PUBLICATIONS 
7315 Fulton Avenue 
North Hollywood, Calif. 


(Prices subject to change) 


SEDUCTION, SIN AND SEXPOTS 
(Continued from Page 29) 

mercifully, vanished with Shirley 
Temple. 

So, as far as this sweepstakes is 
concerned, they hardly count. 

Yet Miss Pickford remains active 
in many social activities and retains 
the trwed respect of her friends and 
associates as one of the ablest busi¬ 
ness brains alive. Miss Minter, had 
she not been forced into premature 
retirement by the William Desmond 
Taylor murder in the 20’s, might 
have swung on from sweet-littlc- 
girl roles to full-fledged sirens and 
still be riding high. 

Certainly, she is still around, liv¬ 
ing quietly in the Hollywood Hills. 

tola Negri, one of the great sirens 
of the silent screen, whose tempes¬ 
tuous romances and outbursts of 
temper made headlines, along with 
her near-perfect brunette beauty, in 
a success of smash hits both in 
Germany and this country, has re¬ 
cently turned up in the news, look¬ 
ing a bit more lined of age but as 
beautiful as ever of figure. 

And, of course, Gloria Swanson, 
who will be 66 this year and was 
probably C. B. DeMille’s greatest 
star when he was king of the super¬ 
bathroom epics, is constantly on 
the TV screen and in the news, 
seemingly looking younger with 
each passing season. 

Miss Swanson, whose marriages 
to Wallace Beery and the Count de 
la Failaise de la Coudray made his¬ 
tory back in the Roaring Twenties, 
recently voiced a complaint to the 
effect that, “.Ever since Billy Wilder 
starred me in Sunset Boulevard with 
Bill Holden, I’ve been type-cast. 
All I get asked to do are old woman 
roles — and I don’t really think 
I’m quite ready to play Whistler’s 
Mother yet. Do you?” 

The answer, of course, must re¬ 
main a resounding “no”. 

A sexpot of relatively tender 
years, the still-beautiful Joan Craw¬ 
ford, despite her recent widowhood 
and acceptance of numerous busi¬ 
ness obligations as an active vice- 
president of Pepsi-Cola, has revealed 
no such squeamishness. 

Now 57, the still dazzling darling 
of the Charleston set, grabs every 
meaty part offered her, especially 
since sharing the limelight so suc¬ 
cessfully with non-sexpot Bette 
Davis in Whatever Happened To 
Bahv Jane? a couple of seasons back. 

Clara Bow, in her 6G’s, lives 
quietly in Nevada today. The former 
super-flapper retired from films dec¬ 
ades ago when she married cowboy 


actor Rex Bell, who became lieu¬ 
tenant governor of Nevada before 
his death a few years ago. 

Marlene Dietrich, of course, 
seemingly goes on forever, remain¬ 
ing as glamorous today as in the 
early 1930’s, still actively touring 
and performing on a schedule that, 
like Sarah Bernhardt’s, would ex¬ 
haust most women of half her age. 

Yet, perhaps the most beautiful 
and magnetic of them all, Dolores 
Del Rio, recently drew raves along 
with co-veteran Gilbert Roland for 
their roles in the successful Che¬ 
yenne Autumn, Despite the fact that 
she played (and beautifully, too) a 
relatively old Apache woman. In her 
native Mexico, where she has 
lived for many years, producers use 
her 50-year-old talents far more 
shrewdly. 

Possessed of the most beautiful 
body and bone structure this side of 
Dietrich, Miss Del Rio has starred 
steadily in glamour roles in Mexican 
movies ever since her retirement 
from Hollywood many years ago. 
A health-food faddist who takes a 
dancer’s care of the assets nature 
granted her, she would send male 
corpuscles galloping — were she 
permitted to display that magnifi¬ 
cent panther body of hers on screen 
in a jump-suit. 

Mention of Gilbert Roland is a 
reminder that there are still a num¬ 
ber of veteran male sexpots around 
who refuse steadfastly to fade away, 
among them Francis X. Bushman, 
now 80, the original Messala in the 
original Ben Hur, Ramon Navarro, 
who played Hur opposite him in the 
same production. Jack Mulhall and 
others. 

But the he-sexpot tribe is neither 
as seductive nor as satin-tough as 
the female, since many more of them 
have gone the Forest Lawn route. 

1 1 is doubtful that even ultimate 
disintegration will put a stop to this 
glamorous parade of still-hot Plolly- 
wooa nandmaidens of yore, since 
there is a second rank of somewhat 
later-starting sexpots ready to step 
into the breach should any of their 
svelte seniors stumble. 

With a lineup that includes Rita 
Hayworth, Hedy Lamarr, Lana Tur¬ 
ner and Paulette Goddard, to men¬ 
tion a mere quartette, all of them 
strikingly beautiful, all of them still 
active both on and off-screen, de¬ 
votees of mellowed sexpottery need 
not worry about any impending 
shortage of their favorite product. 

There have been a few casualties, 





















of course, notably Barbara LaMarr, 
Jean Harlow, Lupe Velez, Marilyn 
Monroe — in itself a quadruple loss 
of sickening figures. 

Miss LaMarr died while still in 
her twenties as a result of an over- 
strict diet regimen designed to tame 
her loo-ebullient curves. Harlow, 
26, died from uremic poisoning that 
was caused by a beating given her 
by her impotent husband, Paul Bern, 
on their wedding night four years 
earlier. 

Miss Velez committed suicide 
when the man she loved and ex¬ 
pected a child by refused to marry 
her. As for the tragic Miss Monroe, 
her story is still too recent to need 
repetition here. 

When one considers the appalling 
pressures involved in high-power 
sexpot film-stardom, the fact that 
so many of the greats of long ago 
are not only still alive but blooming 
and beautiful is an incredible tribute 
to the steely strength of will and 
purpose, the immense basic good 
health and neuro-physical stamina 
that underlie the soft, sinuous, often 
all too tender creatures we have seen 
nn screen. 

According to one Hollywood 
physician who begs to remain anon¬ 
ymous for reasons that will be 
shortly obvious, “One reason so 
many of these girls have lasted is 
that the special quality of animal 
magnetism whose radiation used to 
be called sex-appeal requires the 
constitution of a horse for its base. 

“These women have survived be¬ 
cause they are stronger than most 
women - stronger in body, in spirit, 
in determination, to reach the top 
and survive - often stronger in 
passion, too. If they themselves 
didn't have powerful emotional im¬ 
pulses, they could never make a 
screen audience believe in them. 

“Thus, the key to their success 
as sexpots is also the key to their 
survival!” 

Certainly, the fact that they seem¬ 
ingly neither die nor fade away is 
proof that the supposedly topsy¬ 
turvy, high-pressure, un-normal life 
of Hollywood stardom cannot be as 
unhealthy as is popularly believed. 

At this, our physician friend 
shook his head, however, and added, 
“These women would have survived 
Siberia or life at the South Pole. 
They would have thrived anywhere 
there was a challenge sufficiently dif¬ 
ficult and interesting to keep them 
alive.” 

Whatever the cause, the effect is 
just great. May they never fade 
away — any of them! §§§ 


CLOWN WITH KILLER HANDS 
(Continued from. Page 57 ) 

bled. He heeled and backhanded 
him, elbowed — and almost kneed 
him —; and in the fourth, Max was 
furious. 

Spitting blood, Max begged: “You 
filthy pig, come on and fight.” Baer, 
meantime, was not clowning and his 
big fists had wreaked horrible da¬ 
mage on Galento’s face and midsec¬ 
tion. At the end of the seventh, Ga¬ 
lento’s face was a mass of raw meat 
and he couldn’t come out for the 
eighth. 

Baer beat Pat Comisky, and lost 
a second time to Lou Nova in April 
of '41; and. though Baer predicted 

he’d be back on top in six months, 
he never made it. The war came and 
Maxie had to get in — but he 
couldn’t pass the physical. 

“I started the damn thing,” Max 
quipped, “by getting Mussolini 
steamed up when 1 carved up Primo, 
and then Hitler when I bounced 
Schmeling.” But Max served as best 
he could as a physical instructor and 
did a very creditable job. 

After the war, he joined another 
down of the ring, former light- 
heavyweight champ, Slapsy Maxie 
Rosenbloom, in a hilarious night 
club act: and through the Fifties, 
Max made a good many movie and 
night club appearances, and occa¬ 
sionally refereed boxing matches. 

He was busy and he was happy, 
doing the things he liked best at 
last — hamming it up and keeping 
the people entertained. 

Max’s last, public appearance was 
in November, 1959. He was referee¬ 
ing a bout between Zora Folley and 
Alonzo Johnson — two men he 
might have licked in the same night 
in his prime. 

Fifty, heavy around the middle, 
his once-handsome face now puffy 
and bloated, Max was still the center 
of attention in the ring. Max still 
clowned — he hissed and gestured 
wildly at the fighters —- who were 
giving a lackadaisical performance 
—kissing the bald heads of the of¬ 
ficials at ringside as he entered the 
ring — occasionally blowing kisses 
to the audience and flashing his in¬ 
fectious grin. When it was over, Max 
vaulted over the top strand, like 
a teenager, grinning as he signed 
autographs. 

It. was the perfect bow-out for 
the Clown Prince of Boxing — 
pure corn — but scattered in good 
humor and accepted in the same 
way — and three days later, in a 
Los Angeles hotel room — all alone 
for his final fight — Max was 
counted out, the victim of a heart 
attack. 
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All-Color 
Sun Era 
Calendar 

The exciting Sun Era 
Nudist Calendar covers 
3 years with unique, 
living-color action pho¬ 
tos on fascinating fold- 
outs. It's an invest¬ 
ment in beauty that's 
valuable far longer than 
ordinary calendars! 

3-Year Calendar $3.00 □ 


All-Color 

Nudist 

Colorama 

Three different volumes 
of all-color, live-action 
photo reports on the 
vitality of Nudism 
everywhere, 72 pages 
each, packed with 
features that make 
them true “collectors' 
items”. 


Colorama #2 $3.00 □ 
Colorama #3 $3.00 □ 


Name:- 


.Address:. 


City, State, Zip;-_ 

Total Remittance Enclosed_$_ 


SUN ERA, INC. 

Box 9366/Narth Hollywood, Calif. 


TX 



NUDIST MAGAZINE DIGEST is a pocket-size pot¬ 
pourri of the best from Sou Era, Nudist Newsfront, 
Urban Nudist, Continental Nudist, Nude Living, Sun¬ 
dial, Nudist Adventure. Nudism Today, Modern Sun¬ 
bathing and others — condensed for your pleasure 
and convenience. Each issue is a veritable library 
of Nudist culture, comment & news, featuring fore¬ 
most authorities in a range far wider than any other 
single magazine. Get your trial copy today. Price 
includes Ist-class postage & plain wrapper._$1.00 


Nudist Magazine Digest 
P.0. Sox 9366 
North Hollywood, Calif. 

Please send my trial copy of Nudist Magazine Digest. 
I enclose $1.00. I am over 21 years of age. 


Name: 


Address; 


City, State, Zip: 


Order Today 
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The charmer in the fancy 
hose is Laura Melton, 
who works for a transit 
company in Chicago, as 
a "coin checker". When 
the drivers turn in the 
day's receipts, along i 
with their own tally slip, 
Laura verifies the 
count. She then puts 
the various denomination 
coins into paper rolls 
and bundles the paper 
money. It isn't quite as 
hard as it sounds, 
for the coins are sorted 


automatically by a 
machine, then rolled. 
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Laura works in a heavily 
fortified room with armed 
guards on duty constantly, 
and likes the responsible 
job she holds. But when the 
neon lights come on in 
"The Loop", and the 
bands begin to beat out 
rhythms, Laura comes into 
her own. She's crazy about 
dancing — all kinds, from the 
samba to the swim. And she 
never lacks for partners, 
for she's an expert and skillful 
dancer who only "sits 
one out" in order to 
catch her breath for more. 





















Laura's main hobby beside 
dancing is coin-collecting, 
although she doesn't 
have the time at her work 
to carefully go over each 
coin, she sometimes uses 
her coffee-break time 
and part of her lunch 
hour to seek out coins she 
needs to fill out her 
collection. Laura was born 
Rome, Georgia, but 
came to Chicago as a small 
child. She still lives at home 
and her dad drives a bus 
for the same company she 
works for. Since her mom 
died, Laura is the chief 
cook and homemaker for 
family of six, for she's the 
only girl. Laura is a 
sports-lover and seldom 
misses a football game 
if the Chicago Bears are 
playing at the home field. 






MURDER IN ONE TAKE (Continued front Page 35) 


and what’s all this nonsense about?” 

T he girl suddenly blushed and 
pulled the bedspread over her nud¬ 
ity. “My name is Nicole Dumphre, 
and 1 am a photo technician. I take 
care of all of Roquebrun’s photo¬ 
graphic equipment. Soleau and I 
were lovers for a while, and when 
he started sleeping with Madame 
Roquebrun he told me of his plan 
to blackmail her. He had a two-way 
mirror in his room with a 16-milli- 
meter movie camera behind it. I 
warned him of the dangerous risk 
he was taking, but he was too con¬ 
ceited to listen. Then, last night, 
Roquebrun caught them together.” 

Nicole paused to accept a ciga¬ 
rette from Ken. “The first I knew 
of it was this morning, when I de¬ 
veloped the film in Soleau’s camera. 
1 had decided to destroy it, but 
when I saw that the entire murder 
was recorded on it, I tried to reach 
the police. Roquebrun discovered 
there was a negative and sent Pierre, 
the butler, after me. 1 had made one 
print of the film and I hid it before 
they caught me. When I wouldn’t 
tell them where it was, they took, all 
my clothes and drugged me and 
locked me in the room next door. 
1 managed to escape through the 
window and creep along the balcony 
to here before I collapsed.” 

Ken whistled softly. “Either you 
have a hell of an imagination, or 
you're nuts. Why, Roquebrun is a 
pillar of society. Besides, he wouldn’t 
be stupid enough to do something 
like that with a houseful of guests 
coming.” 

“The killing was an uncontroll¬ 
able fit of passion,” Nicole ex¬ 
plained. “He had to carry on with 
tonight’s dinner party to avoid 
arousing suspicion.” She clutched 
Ken’s hand. “Please! You must help 
me get away before they discover 
1 am no longer locked up next 
door!” 

“Well, I think you’re a phony,” 
Ken said irritably. “But we’ll soon 
find out if there’s any truth in what 
you've said. One of the guests I met 
is Inspector D’Argent, of the local 
gendarmerie. I’ll go find him and—” 

A knock on the door interrupted 
him. Ken went to the door and 
opened it on the bulky frame and 
broad middle-aged features of his 
host. Behind Roquebrun stood the 
hatchet-faced butler, Pierre. 

"I am sorry to disturb you, but 
we are looking for —” Roquebrun’s 
sharp gaze darted past Ken to the 
girl cowering on the bed. “Oh, there 
you are, my dear. Come along now. 


You know you shouldn’t be doing 
this!” 

His voice was low and soothing, 
but contained a sharp edge. Pierre 
slipped into the room and stalked 
toward the bed, as Nicole waited 
frozen in terror, her tortured eyes 
pleading with Ken. 

“My niece, a very tragic case,” 
Roquebrun explained, tapping a 
finger to his forehead. “Sometimes 
she has these compulsions to go 
about naked and tell the most ex¬ 
traordinary stories. I apologize for 
this, and promise it will never hap¬ 
pen again.” 

“1 thought it was something like 
that,” Ken replied. He watched 
sympathetically as Pierre took the 
unresisting girl firmly by the arm 
and led her to the door. She clutched 
the bedspread to her rich' curves 
and stared mournfully at Ken. 

“You know where to take her,” 
Roqueburn said to the butler. He 
bowed to Ken. “Again, my apolo¬ 
gies. I will see you shortly in the 
projection room.” 

“Be right down,” Ken promised. 
He closed the door and shook his 
head, too distressed for a moment 
to remember why he had come up¬ 
stairs. Then he saw his can of film 
on the bureau and went to pick it 
up. Suddenly he frowned. In the 
waste basket beside the bureau lay 
a reel of film that he recognized as 
his, yet when he opened the can he 
found another reel inside. How had 
it gotten there? And what was on it? 

An uncomfortable suspicion crept 
into the back of Ken’s mind, as he 
drew a small magnifying glass from 
his pocket. As he examined several 
feet of the strange film, the feeling 
grew into a chilling conviction. The 
frames weren’t very clear, but he 
could make out a naked man and 
woman in bed together, and another 
man approaching them with a gun 
in his hand. That man was Gaston 
Roquebrun! 

Ken uttered an anguished groan. 
So Nichole had been telling the 
truth! She must have brought the 
film in with her and exchanged it 
for his before passing out. And, by 
turning her over to the ruthless wife- 
slayer, Ken had virtually sentenced 
her to death! Frantically, he tried to 
gather his scattered wits. First he 
must find Inspector D’Argent and 
show him this evidence of Roque¬ 
brun’s guilt. Then they would try 
to find Nicole before any further 
harm came to her. Tucking the film 
can under his coat, he hurried out 
of the room. 

A quick search of the house’s 


lower floor failed to turn up any 
trace of the Inspector. Ken gnashed 
his teeth, certain that Roquebrun 
must be torturing Nicole at that very 
moment. He couldn’t delay finding 
her any longer. But where could he 
hide the incriminating film? He 
thought of the projection booth. No 
one would think of looking in so 
obvious a place for this reel of 
film. He rushed to the small dark¬ 
ened room, and emerged a few 
minutes later with empty hands. 

M aybe it was all the horror pic¬ 
tures Ken had worked on, but he 
felt himself strongly drawn to the 
cellar. Perhaps there was an old 
dungeon or torture chamber left 
over from the villa’s murky past. 
He inquired in the kitchen, and the 
cook directed him to a heavy door 
down a dark hall. As Ken reached 
the door he sensed someone behind 
him and whirled around. Pierre was 
there, smiling thinly. 

“Looking for the cellar, sir? What 
a coincidence! Monsieur Roquebrun 
is down there now and wishes you 
to join him. Please come along 
quietly.” The butler drew his right 
hand from his pocket to reveal a 
stubby automatic. 

Ken obediently walked ahead of 
Pierre down the stone stairs and 
along a row of wine racks. At the 
far end of the cellar they came to 
another door, and Pierre ordered 
him to open it. Beyond that, more 
steps led down to what looked like 
a sea grotto with a sandy floor. A 
glaring electric bulb illuminated Nic¬ 
ole and Roquebrun. The naked girl 
sat in the sand with her wrists and 
ankles bound. Roquebrun stared up 
at Ken, a gun in his hand and a 
half-crazed glint in his eve. 

“I’m sorry,” Nicole said to Ken. 
“1 had hoped, when you found the 
film, you'd be able to contact the 
police.” 

“It isn’t in his room,” Pierre re¬ 
ported. “I looked.” 

“So now you have hidden it,” 
Roquebrun accused Ken. “Where?” 

“I’ll tell you as soon as you’ve de¬ 
livered us safely in Cannes,” Ken 
replied evenly. 

“I think I have a better method 
than that,” the industrialist said with 
a brittle laugh. “Tie him up, Pierre. 
We will sec how they enjoy their 
bath.” 

Pierre forced Ken down beside 
Nichole and tied them together so 
they could not rise. The sand was 
damp and Ken saw water lapping 
a few feet away. One wall of the 
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cavern tapered away into a tunnel 
and he could hear the distant roar 
of the surf. 

“One of my ancestors was a 
smuggler and used this cave to dis¬ 
pose of his competitors,” Roque¬ 
brun said. “As you can see, the tide 
is coming in now. It will rise swiftly 
as pressure builds up in the tunnel. 
Within an hour the water will be 
over your heads, unless you an¬ 
swer my question.” 

“Will you let Nicole go, if I 
cooperate?” Ken asked. 

“You are in no position to bar¬ 
gain!” Roquebrun barked. “Hither 
tell me where the film is or you die!” 

“He’ll kill us, anyway,” Nicole 
said bitterly. “If we remain silent 
there is at least a possibility the film 
will find its way to the police.” 

Ken nodded and glared defiantly 
at Roquebrun. 

“Very well,” Roquebrun sneered. 

There was a gushing sound in the 
tunnel and the water stirred restless¬ 
ly, as though impatient to reach 
its helpless victims. Ken strained 
against the cords binding his hands 
behind his back and clawed at the 
sand. Nicole’s bare body shivered 
against his side. 

“I'm glad only you know where 
the film is,” she whispered. “I don’t 
think 1 would have the courage to 
resist this.” 

“Don’t give up hope too soon,” 
Ken urged. His grasping fingers 
touched something in the sand — a 
clam or oyster shell, he guessed. 

Pierre leaned over Roquebrun’s 
shoulder. “Pardon, Monsieur. Per¬ 
haps you should rejoin your guests 
before they start wandering what 
lias become of you.” 

“I can’t leave now!” Roquebrun 
snapped. “Go find some way to 
keep them busy. Show them some 
films in the studio.” 

Pierre left and Roquebrun con¬ 
tinued to stare intently at Ken and 
Nicole. The water had crept around 
them and was rising rapidly. 

“It won’t be long now,” Roque¬ 
brun gloated. “Don’t you feel your 
tongue starting to loosen, my brave 
young American?” 

“Have your fun while you can,” 
Ken grunted. He twisted the sharp 
edge of the shell around and began 
sawing at the cord, ft was slow work, 
with the cold water numbing his 
lingers. 

The Frenchman seemed to be 
having misgivings about his former 
stubborness. “Oh, all right!” he 
fumed. “1 will promise to let you go, 
if you will give me the film.” 

“It seems to me that celluloid 




noose is worth more than just our 
lives,” Ken drawled, stalling for 
time. “How about throwing in, say 
a million francs, to make the deal 
more interesting?” 

“Don’t push me too far!” Roque¬ 
brun growled fiercely. 

“Please, do as he says!” Nicole 
begged. The water was over her hips, 
and she struggled wildly. 

Ken felt his bonds begin to part, 
strand by strand. He continued to 
haggle with Roquebrun as he re¬ 
doubled his efforts. He demanded 
that they be released before he di¬ 
vulged the film’s whereabouts, but 
Roquebrun refused. The water rose 
to their chests and Nicole whimpered 
in terror. Suddenly Ken’s hands 
sprang free and he groped in the 
opaque water to loosen Nicole’s 
bonds. She was startled,but man¬ 
aged to hide her relief. On the stairs 
above them, Roquebrun turned 
abruptly as the door flew r open. 
Pierre rushed in, his narrow face 
ashen with shock. 

“ Monsieur, you must flee! Inspec¬ 
tor D’Argent is looking for you. He 
knows all about the murders!” 

“What? How could he?” Roque¬ 
brun demanded in stunned dis¬ 
belief. 

“The film!” Pierre whined. “It was 
in the projector! Everyone in the 
studio saw you kill them!” 

Roquebrun’s dazed eyes turned 
murderously to Ken. “You did this!” 
he screamed, jerking out his gun. 

Ken finished untying Nicole as 
die water reached their chins. “Dive 
and swim for the tunnel!”. he 
shouted, ducking Roquebrun’s first 
wild shot. 

Holding his breath and hugging 
the bottom, Ken paddled through the 
shallow water. Nicole bumped him 
and he hoped they could make the 
safety of th^ tunnel, but when he 
surfaced for air he saw that was not 
necessary, Pierre lay crumpled on 
the stairs and Inspector D’Argent 
was snapping handcuffs on Roque¬ 
brun. Nicole’s head popped up a 
few feet away. 

“Oh, there you are,” the detec¬ 
tive called. ”Do you need any help?” 

“No, but I think the mademoiselle 
would appreciate a large towel when 
she comes out,” Ken answered. He 
smiled at Nicole and lowered his 
voice. “I’m sorry T treated you so 
badly when we met. The next time 
you’re in my room I promise to be 
more hospitable.” 

Her happy smile was all the en¬ 
couragement he needed. # 



NUDIST 


PUBLICATIONS 



Hundreds of natural candid photos, many pages of color, 
Interesting articles in every issue. Prices include first 
class postage and plain sealed wrapper. Order yours today! 


Sub¬ 
scrip. Trill 

lion Copy 

SUN ERA: Contrasting Nudism here with 

other cultures. Bi-monthly__ 13.00 □ 2.50 £ 


URBAN NUDIST: By and for the city- 

dwelling sunlover. Bi-monthly_ 13.00 □ 2.50 C 


NUDIST PHOTO FIELD TRIP: Candid 
photo reports of exciting trips to un¬ 
usual places. Quarterly_ 10.00 □ 2.50 d 


CONTINENTAL NUDIST: Picturing the 
special charm and sophistication of the 
continent. Quarterly.,_ 12.00 □ 3,00 □ 


NUDISM IN ACTION: Captured by fast 
camera in unretouched photos. Quar¬ 
terly ____ 8,00 □ 2.00 C 


NUDIST NEWSFR0NT: Late news of 
Nudism in pictures and stories. Bi¬ 
monthly. _____ 13.00 □ 2,50 □ 


NUDE IMAGE: Thought-provoking studies 
of Nudist ideas and practices. Quar 
terly_ 10.00 □ 2.50 □ 


TEENAGE NUDIST: Healthy young peo 
pie at wholesome recreation. Bi- 
mor.th y__ ( _„_ 13.00 n 2.50 C 


NUDIST SUN; An authentic naturist 
magazine stressing the healthy mind 
and body. Quarterly_ 8,00 □ 2.00 C 


POPULAR NUDISM: Exclusive pictorial 
reports on average folks' Nudist activ¬ 
ities. Quarterly_ 10.00 □ 2.50 □ 


DISCOUNT COMBINATION OFFER A: 

Five magazines (Sun Era, Urban Nudist, 

Nudist Photo Fieid Trip, Continental 

Nudist and Nudism In Action)_ 50.00 □ 11.00 C 


DISCOUNT COMBINATION OFFER B: 

Five magazines (Nudist Newsfront, Nude 
Image, Teenage Nudist, Nudist Sun and 
Popular Nudist) _ 50.00 □ 11.00 n 


Total Remittance Enchased_$ 


Name:_ 

Address:_ 

City & State: 


Please make all remittances payable to: 



Box 9366B/Nirth Hollywood, Calif. 
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GOLD BLONDE 

This delightful doll leads a life of "sheer" luxury. She 
lolls about in them on her own time, and sells negligees, 
lingerie and underthings by day, so Pam Waters is seldom 
disengaged from filmy, feminine bits of wearing apparel. 





















To offset that blonde beauty, Pamela usually chooses black 
and it is obvious she knows what enhances her golden charm 
No wonder Pam's sales record is high, for when a customer 
sees a sheer bit of fluff held up to Pam's charm, she's sold. 
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Pam's shiny-bright personality 
matches her bright face and 
pert form and, because she is 
completely happy in her work, 
customers return again and 
again to be served by her. 
Pam works in downtown 
Gotham, and came to New 
York City on a vacation trip, 
took one look around and 
decided that it was for her. Des 
Moines, Iowa, lost a fair 
daughter as Manhattan gained 
a citizen, but Pamela manages 
a visit a couple of times each 
year to the land of the tall corn. 
With her many interests, that 
include theater, night club 
shows, bowling and golf, 
there's more than enough to 
keep her occupied evenings 
and weekends. This busy gal 
also collects uniquely 
shaped bottles and vases. 























When she was back in Iowa, Pam found more time to get out in 
the sunshine and fresh air, but she has adapted to the life 
of a city dweller well, and in place of her former outdoor 
activities, she works out in a gymnasium twice weekly, then 
tops it off with a swim in the pool. On a recent date, Pam 
had her first sailboat experience and now she has become an 
avid sailor. The lucky guy who thought of inviting her is 
currently delighted with the many dates he has with this 
golden-haired lovely, although Pam maintains stoutly that 
she isn't interested in any serious romances at present. She 
is having too much fun playing the field and living the life 
of a bachelor girl to the fullest. Pam works hard to be one 
of the top salespersons in the store, and believes that she 
will be trained as a buyer of lingerie soon. This is her big 
ambition right now and chances are the dream will come true. 
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pleasure for TONIGHT'S 
relaxation ... To ride 
adventure trails of 
love and intrigue... Take 
the wraps off life in 
fact articles ... And 
dream with visions of 
loveliness ... A pleasure 
lover's must... TONIGHT! 
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Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 
YOOthO Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 

QrchiVS http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 

or at www.yootha.com 


